
I It
I

1

U

tf"I nt m J r Possible Allies
H V. L4 W I f H ? Of the British and TJ.
T Unil rlUL Boeralnthe H
J'T I o e I 9 I! South African J.;

n nnT nirno ! War-W- ild
s--i

,i,i V I I 11 Tribesmen May Take ? V

It OULUldVOi Sides In the U
It II III Bloody Strife. vt&

W I I II j J ! i
': a n n a a n n n n j

; j jj.r .ij,ijjrf.mt.t'(v''jTff,frff,'y""""":"'.T'-.-- ' j

Savage warriors may add terror to tlic
struggle between Great Britain and the
floors. Everlasting enmity exists

tbc Boers and tbc fanatic Kaffirs,
mil it is not improbable that the sturdy
fh.tchnien will have to reckon with their
lIJ foes. It is only a few years' since
iceues f savagery i)revailcd not exceed-
ed, if equaled. ly the Indian warfare in
the early days of America.

The story of the attack upon the Vnu
Vechtaii homestead slmws the character
if lighting between the Kaffirs, and

Boers. The place was surrounded by a

stockade, into which the Kaffirs plunged
with demoniac yells'. They were only
separated from the brave Boers by tbc
distance of a few feet. Every bide of the
Boers houw was surrounded. The in-

side of the stockade wan fdled with na-
ked savages. Beyond the ramparts were
hundreds of others. Steadily, with calm,
deliberate aim, the Boers fired, and at
every shot a Kaffir bit the Just. The
brave defenders of the homestead wiped
the jsnioke out of their eyes and never
moved out of the loopholes. Not a single
one of the Boers was injured in this part
of the fight. Savage after savage was
bored through and through with lead,
and still the cruel, relentless firing

-
But certain death seemed to have no

terror for the Kaffirs. They climbed the
htockade in a steady stream, and no soon-

er was one laid low than another stepped
up. to take- - his place. So the fight went
on until the house was set on fire. This
is the ultimate object of Kaffir fighting,
when the Boers have been imprisoned
and caught like rats in a trap. They
brought piles of brushwood, which was
placed around the ground on the outside
of the house.

Even while the Dames mounted high
from the ruins of their once happy home-
stead the brave Boers kept up a sullen,
hopeless firing until just before the roof
fell In. Then all was still within the
house. Suddenly the wall burst out by
the force of an explosion, and then all
was a Hopeless mass of burning, blazing
rnins. To blow up the magazine bad
been the Inst patriotic work of the brave
defenders.

Four days later, when the Van Vech-

tan homestead was visited by neighbors,
it was ft smoking mass of ruins. Where
there had been the happy home of peace-
ful, liberty loving citizens was now a
black, unsightly mass, smoldering and
fitfully blazing. The barns and the out-

houses were all gone, the mill was burn-
ed to the ground, and an abandoned plow
standing in a furrow showed where the
peaceful work of husbandry had been ar-

rested. The stock on the farm had, all
been driven off.

The Kaffirs did not even stop to bury
their dead, hut left them steeped in their
blood on tne field of battle. But where
were the brave Boeis who had made
such a stubborn resistance until 'the Inst
hope was gone? They were among the
group of sorrowing and vengeful Boers
who visited the homestead on that day
after the outrage, vowing that this work
of plunder and destruction should be wip-

ed out" in blood. How had they escaped?
Had relief come at the last moment?
No.

The foresight of these settlers in Afri-
ca's savage wilderness had provided for
the time when they should find them-
selves surrounded as by a ring of fire and
blood. Transvaal homesteads do not"
have a cyclone cellar, but many have an
underground passage leading trom the
cellar to some adjacent stream or hill.-Su- ch

was the case with the Van Vcch-tan- s.

A small earthy passage a short
distance underground through which but
one person could pass at a time led for
S00 feet to a sudden depression of the
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plateau upon which the house was situ-
ated. One by one they had all passed
through this channel of delivery and es-

caped.
The Kaffirs are not the only savages

expected to participate in the war. It
was recently announced that the Basil-tc-- -.

the tierce tribe of hill men inhabiting
the inland country bordering on the
Transvaal, were going to cast their lot
with the Boers. Great was the satisfac-
tion among the Dutch farmers at this an-
nouncement. They realized that they had
received a valuable addition to their
fighting frii and that the Englishmen
bad a tough nut to crack in the naked
"'lack man who fought only with a knot-te- n

club and hid in ambuscade in the jun-
gle.

Following close on the heels of this an-
nouncement came the information that
the Ghourkas from India had signified
their intention of fighting for the "white
empiex" and desired to enlist against
the Boers.

What caused the "bonu. tittle fighting
men," as the Scotch soldiers in India are
wont to call the GhouiKas, to desire a
brush in South Africa no one can sax.
Perhaps they had heard about the Basu-
tos and their methods and the thought
of the old. time fighting nt clo.se quarters
stirred their blood.

The Ghourkas as a race are little, broad
shouldered men. They fonu a part of the
regular English army 'ihey are
well drilled and well uniformed in the

- .,. -

' usual light suit suitrble for that "sunny
clime," but no amount of instilled Eng-
lish ideas and no amount of English drill-
ing has been able as yet to convert them
to the use of the rifle or the field gun
alone.

When England first fought in India,
the Ghourkas nere their most hated foes.
Woe to the British squa're that cvuld not
stop with its guns the ouru-- h of the little
men as they ran into close quarters.

Stabbing right and left with a strength
that was wonderful, avoiding the clum-
sy bayonets of the redcoats, these Ghour
kas were bound to leave their mark
wherever they went. However, as time
went on, the Ghourkas began to frater-
nize with their ancient enemies until the
colonial policy of old England put them
into a khaki uniform and turned the
deadly blade against the foes of the
crown.

The Irishmen in the army cannot get
along with them in peace, but the Scotch
men as a rule have taken a fancy to
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them. A little five foot Ghourka' and a
big six foot Scotchman walking together
on parade grounds is at once a comical
and a common sight.

These little men, indeed, will be useful
to England in the coming struggle, for the
Transvaal has 18)0 miles of bonier ex-

posed at every point, with 300.000 na-

tives waiting the first opportunity to
sweep down not only on the British sol-

diers, but also on the. Boers themselves.
During the past six weeks the Boers

hnve been moving about among the Zu-

lus, the Swazis. the Bechancs. the Tin-ga- s

and the Gnikas trying to incite them
to action and so far have succeeded in in-

fluencing only-- the Basutos.
The Basutos are a tall, strong race of

black men. Contact with the' whites has
somewhat civilized them, but they aie
even now hardly better than savages.
Their favorite weapou is the club cr a
piece of stick heavily loaded at one end
with metal.

Bordering on the Free State upon its
eastern border 'is the Caledon river, and
that is known as the couijuered territory.
It originally belonged to the Basutos. It
has been suggested that the Boers have
offeied to give it back in return for any
service the nation may render them in
the struggle.

A Clilna Cement.
If you break a bit of your choice china,

you can mead it so the crack will show
but very little and so strongly that it
cannot be broken 'again in the same
piece by a cement made as follows:
Make' a solution bf gum arabic, rather
thick, and stir into it plaster of paris
until it becomes-- a thick cream. Apply
to the broken edges with a brush, hold
together for a few minutes anil set
aia. where it will not be touched for
thiee or four days.- - II can then be used
with impunity. Only the quantity de-

sired for immediate use should be pre-pir?-

as it hardens very quickly.

BABIES FOR BAIT.

Hott Crocodile Are Cansht In Afri-
ca hiiiI AkIh.

Those who are up in crocodile lute are
well acquainted with the fait that in
Asia and' Africa babies ate icnted for
bait to crocodile hunter-'- , but theic are
few, unless they have had the actual ex-

perience, who would believe, that a simi-
lar practice was in ogue in the south of
Florida. It is a fact, however, as auy ex-

perienced hunter will attesU
The alligator is like the crocodile in this

respect. lie likes to eat babies, not his
own nwkward offspring, but nice human
babies, fat and dimpled. To obtain such
a delicacy for his palate an alligator will
travel far and lisk much. This fact is so
well known that it has become the prac-
tice for alligator, tir crocodile hunters to
use babies as bait to lure the reptiles to
their death.

A nice, fat baby is rented for t'ne occa-
sion from the cracker mother to whom a
halt dollar is ample recompense for the
risk that her child Is to run. The baby is
then laken to tiie shore of some pond or
river, wbeie it is attached to a stake by
uifflius of a stout cord that has been tied
around its waist, while the hunter coii-eea-

hiin-e- lf in the bru-h- es or swamp
gr.ls Hear the place. This method of
tifiitnieut is usually too much for even
the -- elf possession of a cracker baby. lie
Is U3fd to being neglected and even ill
treated, bm leing tethered to a stake and
then left alone is rather more than he is
willing to stand. nil he voices his indig-
nation to the full extent of his lungs.

This is jut the part that he is expected
to play in the game of alligator hunting:
Ilis. voicing of his emotions o frantically
is heard far up and down the river or to
the farthest limits of the pond. Almost
before the hunter is ready to receive his
prey a black, ugly head appears on the

water, the black, deadly eyes moving
slowly from side to side as if searching
for the vociferous Infant, Cp to this
time he has been moving slowly, but as
soon ns he catches sight of the tempting
morsel on the shore he increases his
speed until he is moving very rapidly to-

ward the spot where the infant is raising
his voice in loud lamentations.

It is this moment that tries the nerve
of the hunter. The alligator has eyes
only for the screaming and kicking child,
and the hunter realizes how important is
the position in which he has placed him-

self. A miss would mean death for the
baby; but, it is pleasing to record the
fact, such misses are seldom made. On
the other hand, some of the hunters are
such crack shots that they allow the
monster to come within a few feet of hi.s

prey before they send the single shot that
causes instant death directly into his eye.

Dancing Arc For Glrln.
No girl should go to dancing parties un-

til old enough to marry, and ought to
land a husband before she dances two
seni-o- Then- - is nothing so pitiful as
an old girl the last leaf on the tree go-

ing to every dance, shunned by the danc-
ing dudes who prefer moie attractive
girls,. Quit it. old girl; quit it! Reform,
repent, pray, join church, teach a Sunday
school class. Be good, and you'll be hai-py- .

Dancing a miserable pastime if
no man can be had in two seasons' an-

gling. Hiawatha World.

STRANGE ESTRANGEMENT.
partner In SnfToriiic Refine to

2pBl to Cacla Other.
Henry Tibits and his partner, Angus

McCullogh, an aged Scotchman, left St.
Paul April 20, 1SU0. intending to travel
Ihrough the gieat Northwest Territories
to the north Pacific ocean, most of the
way on foot. For uearly three years they

Hived on their guns and fish nets and, alt
er enduring terrible hardships, finally
reached the Stickeen river Oct. 7, 1872,
aarrowly escaping another winter in the
ilack wilderness.

But the strangest part of the whole
story is that for two of the three years
they were together in that vast wilder-
ness Tibits and McCullogh did not speak
to each other. The old man became
"cranky." Tibits stood it patiently for
months, but such conduct could hare only
one result in time, and that was the es-

trangement of the partners. This hap-
pened, aud night and day, for the temain- -

KSTRAXGED PAKTXEHS.

ing two years of their awful struggle
across the continent, they avoided look-
ing each other in the face and never
spoke n word. It seems almost impossi-
ble that two men under the circum-
stances in which they were situated could
make progress without communication,
but the fact that they got through is the
best evidence that they did." If one shot
or snared a rabbit, he would cleap'it, cut
it in two down the back and hand half
to the other. If one found the wood and
built a fire, the other, without a word,
would cook the supper. For awhile they
had a dog until one day he went off to
hunt and never returned. He was prob-
ably eaten by a wolf If one kicked the
doe. the other petted him and consoled
his injured feelings. Men often sleep to-

gether under the blankets in cold cli-

mates for additional warmth. They slept
apart.

Mor.ej- - unuU Marriage.
Is It a lack of money that keeps men

from marrying? This is the reason
often advanced; aud it seems to he Jus-
tified by the recent episode at Chicago,
where 50 couples rushed to take advan-
tage of a fre'e performance of the cere-moii- j'

how they were to live after-
ward evidently being a less important
matter. Perhaps it is only'iu the higher
walks of life that the blessed estate
of holy matrimony is avoided ou finan-
cial grounds. Society demands more
and more of those who belong to it,
and voting men in moderate circum-
stances dread the burden of a w.ife and
family, preferring their own selfish
pleasuiv. ThN may be deplorable, but
it Is hardly strange. Providence Jour-
nal.

Too Hnrd I 'or Hlin.
A Frenchman at a certain hotel the

other evening, who was boasting that
he had thoroughly mustered the Eng-
lish language, was asked to write the
following dictation:

"As Hugh Hughes was hewing a
Yule log from a yew tree, a man, dress-
ed in clothes of a dark hue, came up to
Hugh and said, 'Have yon seen my
swes?' 'If you will wait until I hew
this I will go anywhere in Europe with
you to look for your ewe.' "

Money has been aud always can be
made more easily out of simple "pat-
ented inventions thnu out of any in
vestment or occupation.

1

KIlTnl by n Mlxprlnt.
It is related of Alassandro Guido, &

famous Italian poet and composer of
the seventeeth century, that ho died at
FrascatI of apoplexy, brought on by
his discovery of a typographical error
In n finely printed copy-o- f poems which
he was on his way to present to Pope
Clement XI.

It 13 a. favorite occupation to de-

nounce' the sons of wealthy men for
being worthless. . let their wortliless-res- s

soon scatters fortunes that might
otherwise Increase to the detriment of
the genera! public. Ill Is the wind
that blows no one good. St. Joseph
Herald.

MELANCHOLIA

fiKPiF ssnPI "-- ';i p lift
JUK --r --; ,'ii i. Ivy jM

Ft sSllillPC :? JKmSvlJ A

A DISORDERED LIVER
WHEN THE NERVES

WORK OR CARE, THE
NEYS, IN
THEIR ACTION AND THE BODY IS MADE FOUL
AND WITH BLOOD AND
BILE.

ames

FOR

CAUSES THOUGHTS,

IMMEDIATELY BECOME WEAKENED

UNHEALTHY IMPURE

Liver, Stomach, Kidneys,

THE WORLD'S REMEDY for Disease : restores these
great nerve centres to healthy action. The blood is

made clean, rich and in full quantity. Muscle tissues
are nourished, invigorated, and the body healthy.
Immediate, relief given to the Melancholy .

Mrs. Jennie H. Steele, Vaugiins,'Ga., writes: "I have suffer-
ed for ten years with what' the doctors call neuralgia of the liver,
and never had any relief from the doctor's medicine, or anything
else until I began using'Paine's Celery Compound. I have taken
about three bottles and have not suffered any since I first began
to take it.

"I feel that it has saved my life and hope all who stiller as I
have will give Paine's Celery Compound a fair trial."

A WOMAN.

God did not make hfr wry wie,
But cared a stranrfi'iifss round her mouth;

lie put her great sonuw in ber exes
And softness for men's sou!s in drouth,

And on lier face, for all. to see,
The seal of auful traied.i.

Qod did not make her lcry fair.
But ultite and lithe end strange and sweet;

A subtle fragrance in bcr hair, - .

A slender suiftnebs in her feet.
And in her hands a slow care-- .

Cod made three frr my steadfastness.

Sod did not give to her j heart.
But there is that within hfr face

To mahe men Ions to mu
Until thev goodness find and grace.

And think to read and worship there
All good, jet she is scarcely fiir.

A. B. Miall in New York Tribune.

i".THE LOST CHORD."

How Sir Artlmr Snllivan Cams to
Write That rcjnnun 3!oIodj.

Colonel .Kobert B. I.ee Weutliu;,'. a
great traveler and musican. tells the
following Interesting story:

"It was while visiting the house of a
nobleman in England that I first heard
the story of the birth of 'The !.osi
Chord,' a song that has beeu suug in
every quarter of the globe and which
will live forever. If ever there was
such a thing as Inspiration, that soug
was inspired.

"There are very tew Englishmen
who do not remember Kreil Sullivan,
the gieat comic star and brother of Sir
Arthur Sullivan, lie played in all the
original Gilbert aud Sullivan operas
and has never been etjualed. He
later followed by George Grossmith.

"Omi day Sir Arthur Sullivan was
notified that his brother Kred was very
ill. lie made every effort to reach the
house where his brother was lying at
the point of death, but arrived (oo late
to see him alive. The two brothers
were devoled to each other, and the
blow was n bitter one .for Sir Arthur.
He was closeted with the body of his
brother for two houis. at the expira-
tion of which time lie came down
stairs aud went to the piano. Throw-
ing the instrument open, he began to
play. aud. bar by bar. 'The f.ot Chord'
was evolved. The composer sadly put
his uew composition on paper aud
stored it away.

"The soug Is the' wail of a throbbing
heart, the grief of desolation. All
through its beautiful Imrmony can be
heard the strain of grief.. So profound

And
so
the

EAST
cnuu-Dir- lor it roos mis oi us
horror and insures safet to mother and child.
Our book, "Before Baby U Born,',' is worth
its weight in gold to every woman, aud will
be sent free plain by Bradfield
Regulator Company, Atlanta, Ga.
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an impression did tlie association of
tne bohk with the death of his brother
mane on Sir Arthur that ho is snld to
have, even at this late day, an aversion
to hearing it performed." Baltimore
News.

Gave Her n IJegslnpr tlovcl.
Mnie. Antoinette Sterling, the con-

tralto siuger and evangelist, had an ex-

perience in the Bombay presidency,
India, which is ns quaint as auy or
Kipling's tales of the hills. She was
campaigning with l'midita Itamaba!.
and through her magnificent voice was
drawing thousands of natives to her
meetings. They had never seen that
kind of a missionary before and had
never heard a voice like hers. They
were so pleased with her work that
they said to themselves:

"This is a foreign woman guru, and
for fear of giving offense to us she has
omitted to put her begging bowl out-
side of her door for us to put in the
customary contributions."

In India every guru, or holy person,
carries a brass, wood or clay begging
bowl, into which the devout put some
small sum of money. .Mine. Sterling
walked out upon the veranda of ner
bungalow oue morning, and there, to
her amazement, found two begging,
bowls one, a little one. with a few an-
nas in It. Intended for the pundlta and
one. an enormous affair, containing a
handeome sum of annas and rupees for
Jierself.

The only explanation she could ever
extract from the servant was this:
"Little bowl, little money for the little
pundita with little voice; big bowl, big
money for big mlssahib with big
voice." Saturday Evening Post.

In tlic Golden Future.
Park PoUcemau Kape out! Vez

can't come in here wid that horse!
The Other Man Why not?
"It's agin the rules. How can we

kape the palik claue an the roadways
smooth if we let the dirty baists in?
Dhrive out o here now!" Chicago
Tribune.

Entirely Too Zenlons.
Biggs Why did you shoot your

watchdog? Wasn't he auy good?
Boggs Too good. He refused to let

my wife's rich uncle come near the
house, aud the old gentleman swears
he will disinherit ns. New Vork Jour-
nal

other painful and serious ailments which
many mothers suffer, can be avoided by

use of "JMothkr's Friend." This
remedy is a God-sen- d to women, because it
carries" them through their most critical
ordedl with perfect safety and no pain. No

woman who uses " MrrrnitR's 1'riend ' need fear the suffering and danger of
orucai

v
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MOTHER'S
FRIEND

DAWN OF THE
AGE OF LOVE.

BY HICHAEL COBDATT.

The celebrated painter Milate during
his last days looked with loudness to-

ward two youthful betugs his daughter
Tanine and his pupil. Marcel Jacquemin.
ghe was still but a young girl, in all the
budding grace and fairness of her 15
summers. Marcel had attained his eight-
eenth year, an orphan, whom chance had
thrown in Milate's path, and the latter
had been instantly struck by the boy'i
talent and persuaded him to study art.

.Tanine and Marcel loved each other
with youthful fervor and absolute ten
tiemer-s- . which was both ardent and de
lightrul. hut where desire did not enter.

A project wa.--. thus awakened in the
father's heart and so forcibly impressed
itself on his mind that it spfdilj" liccam
a tpecicK of consolation for all the agony
that lie was compelled to endure. He
uithid Mauvl and Jauitie to marry, he
desiiiil to unite the child t his tle-- to
the nno of his intellect and thereby to be
revivified in tliem. sitnl lie passionately
longed fur the realization of hi- - desires.

lie felt that hi-- , days weif numbered,
inasmuch as the ciisis in liij .illness was
fast approaching, the attack- - wen- - more
frenuent and of greater duration, and he
trembled at the thought that lie might
not live to execute hN imiinic idea and
desire. Then hi- - morbid condition came
to his aid and suggested the following
stratagem: Marcel and .lanine had at-
tained the age when the law would per-
mit them to marry cwn It nature and
reason had not yet MiUicieutly matured
them, and they could therefore be united
by the sacred rites of the church, and
yet their positions could remain unchang-
ed until the time when they all would
have considered it propitious for the un-

ion had he not been menaced by this
frightful fear. The grim monster of
death could then assail him, and he
should disappear with the certainty of
having left happiness behind him.

Milate accordingly revealed his plan to
the three persons that he so tenderly
cherished. At first they revolted at the
thought of there being auy necessity to
take such a hasty step. But Jlrac. Mi-
late invariably bent to hpr husband's
will, and the youthful couple were sway-
ed equally by anxiety and delight. The
double ceremony of church and state was
therefore quietly performed, aud the
painter assisted, although in gteat agony.
Then, as if he bad strained his powers
and endurance to the utmost limit, he
died eight days after the date of the un-
ion he had effected.

After the fiist pangs of her sorrow had
been allayed Mnie. Milate was troubled
as to how and when she should authorize
the young people to begin their new life.

"What moment or day would be the
auspicious one?" she mused, and how
might she make it clear to them? Mar-
riage regulated and foresaw so much, but
this was an exceptional case, and she
keenly felt the responsibility of her posi-

tion.
She consulted those who had been her

husband's most trustworthy friends, hop-
ing thus to come to a wise decision. But
some, austere in their judgment, spoke of
the young couple waiting still for the suc-
ceeding ten years. Others consented to
reducing the petiod to seven, five or
three, as if it were a question of military
service. Some who thought but of senti-
ment urged the speedy union, and they
cited Daphne and Chloe as examples.
There weie ttill more who affirmed that
all depended 'on their dispositions. The
friends who had fondly dreamed of their
son marrying .lanine Milate were slyly
revengeful and said, "Your daughter is
so delicate," oi-- "It is running a great
risk." After these various consultations
the painter's widow was more undecided
than before.

Then her thoughts reverted to Marcel,
nud she relleeted as to confiding her anx-
ieties to him. She could question bim as
to his opinions ou this serious subject. If
they were reasonable aud worthy of ap-

probation, she could intrust the future to
him. She could .enter into a sort of com-

pact with him that he would undertake
to execute. He could swear, and she
would thus be relieved of all surveillance
and concern. However, she was ever dis-

mayed over the abnormal character of
the situation and fearful of openly
broaching the subject to her
Thus she waited, looking to and yet fear-
ful of what chance might offer and long-

ing for some sudden inspiration that
would be advautageous to her children
and at the time make all raillery
impossible.

Marcel aud Janine meanwhile were su-

premely happy. The young painter used
the eacl aud brushes "of his master and
worked in Janine's presence, while she
would occupy herself with some embroid-eiy- .

Their repasts and promenades were
always taken in each other's society, with
Mcie. Milate ever near at hand, discreet,
but vigilant. Then, when evening came
and at about 11 o'clock, Marcel would
regain the little room on an adjoining
etreet which he since his
marriage.

And thus their existence passed fraught
with infinite happiness and so strong a
confidence in the future that words seem-
ed useless, while Mme. Milate would si-

lently long that it might thus be indefi-
nitely protracted.

A year passed in this way, and 'then a
difference became apparent to the moth-
er, a difference which gave her an uncer-
tain tranquillity. Janine and Marcel were
verging into maturity. One day, when
leturniug to the studio after a brief ab-
sence, she surprised them in each other's
arms, with their lips pressed closely to-

gether. She then realized that the de-

nouement was near at hand. The uninter-
rupted surveillance fatigued her and,
moreover, now seemed out of place.
Should she simply close her eyes, she
mused, but in that case some dissimula-
tion would be necessary. She would have
to ignore the truth, and in that way her
misapprehension might be prolonged.
Then followed a time when she longed
that the young people might take the ini-

tiative themselves. Her unuttcred pray-
er was hearkeucd lo, for on a winter's
night, when a snowstorm was raging fu-

riously without, Janine took compassion
upon poor Marcel, who was lamentably
preparing to depart. She opened the
sash, then quickly closed it and mur-
mured:

"It is too cold for you to leave tonight."
Thus it was that Janine nnd Marcel

had attained the age to love. Translated
From the French in Cincinnati Enquirer.

LONGFELLOW'S ADVICE.

Klndnean Wan the Keynote of tlia
Poct' Ohnrneter.

Mme. de Navarro gives some charm-
ing pictures of Longfellow In "A Few
Memories." She says that every con-

versation with hint led to Mime good
result. His first advice to her was:
"Sec some good picture In nature if
possible, or on canvas hear n page of
tbo best music or rend a great poem
daily. You will always find n free half
hour for one or the other, aud nt the
end of the year your mind will shinti
with such an accumulation of jewels
ns to astonish even yourself."

The poet wasfoud oT a good, amus-
ing story nnd had many to tell put of
his own experience. He was particu-
larly delighted at the Ingenuity of an

enterprislug vender of patent medicine
who. vanutius the "marvelous effects"
of his dru:r. no doubt In the hope of in-

spiring tlii poet. Invited him to write
a verse for the label, promisiug him a
percentage on each bottle and a free
use of the medicine for himself and
family--

On one of his birthdays he was as-

tonished nt seeing a wagon containing
a piano drive up to his house, followed
by a strauge young lady in a carriage.
The young lady Informed the house-

keeper that, she wished the piano to be
put In a room where it would "sound
well." as she had composed a piece of
music in honor of the poet's birthday
and meant to play it to him on her own
instrument.

Longfellow was a great lover of mu
sic. ' and Wagner appealed to him
stronsly. Wo heard several operas to-

gether in Boston after my engagement
there. He generally arrived before us,
armed with flowers and full of delight-
ful anticipations. On one of these occa-
sions some one sent a magnificent bou-
quet to our box. Not knowlug the do-

nor, I did not take it up. He insisted
oa my doing o.

"Put down my simple ones," he said,
"and take up these beautiful flowers.
It will gvatlfy the giver, who Is no
doubt In the house. Try never to miss
nn opportunity of giving pleasure. It
will make you happier aud better."

Kindness was the keynote of his
character. No Inconvenience to him-
self was too great if a good turn to
any one was at the end of it.

AMERICA'S FIRST GEORGE.

Hon He Tried to Ran Away From
His Admirers.

Washington was not churlish, but he
had that preference for being unob-
served that develops at times into a
longing In a man whose life Is spent In
public. He quitted the Macomb bouse
on the morning of Aug. 30, 1790. Tho
servants were instructed to steal away
at dawn, to have the carriages and lug-
gage over the ferry at Pnulus Hook by
sunrise. By candlelight, Mrs. Wash-
ington, the children and the secretaries
assembled In the morning room.

The president entered, pleased with
his stratagem. He was enjoying in
prospect his concealed departure. Im-

mediately under the window suddenly
struck np ou the still morning air the
blaring, vigorous notes of an artillery
band. From the highways and byways
scurrying people appeared. To witness
his first step outside the door a thou-
sand goggling, affectionate eyes watch-
ed.

"There!" cried the general, In half
comic despair I cannot think altogeth-
er displeased. "It's all over; we are
found out. Well, well! They must have
their own way."

It was the "general" they waited to
see, not the president. They lined the
roadway from house to barge, record-
ing every movement in observant
brains. (A distinguished man can nev-
er know which of his audience Is to be
his biographer. It may be one of the
"supers" on the stage rolling off tho
carpets.) The thunder of artillery
could not drown the living shout that
rose from the throats of the people as
Washington was borne off with the
rise and fall of the oars gleaming In
the cheerful sun. His voice trembled
as be bade the assembled crowd fare-
well. Though chary of appealing to It,
the love of the people never failed to
move him deeply. Harper's Magazine.

A Banker's Generosity.
In a chapter of reminiscences of Von

Bunsen and his friends, in The Cen-
tury, the Hon. John Bigelow tells this
anecdote of Humboldt:

One day he was dining with Men-
delssohn, the banker, and, an unusual
thing for him, was very silent. His
host, remarking it, observed to Hnra-bol- dl

that he was sure he must be 111.

'No," said Humboldt., "but I am In
great trouble. Only ten minutes before
leaving my apartment to come here I
received from my landlord a note In-

forming me that he had sold the bouse
In which I reside and that I must
move. The very thought drives me to
despair. I really cannot bear to move
again."

Mendelssohn gradually led Humboldt
Into conversation, during which he
found time to write a note and receive
an answer to It. He then took Hum-
boldt aside, and said: "By this note 1

learn that I am now the owner of the
house in which you reside The eondl'
tion. however, upon wiiich I have be-

come Its possessor Is that you continue
to occupy your apartment in It as long
as you live."

Goat's 3111k.
Modern Medicine-- says that goat's

milk, contrary to the general Impres-
sion, differs from cow's milk not in be-

ing more digestible, but In being less
digestible and less nutritious, although
it contains a larger amount of solid
matter than cow's milk. It Is Indeed
the most Indigestible of all milk.
Goat's milk has a peculiar and unpleas-
ant odor and flavor, due to hircic acid,
or bircine. It contains an excess of fat
and is therefore altogether too rich for
an infant's diet--

A Hasty Reply.

"What'll I do with this lot of raw re-

cruits?" asked the Pacific Islander.
"Raw recruits?" echoed the chief

"What's the' use of
bothering me with such foolish ques-
tions? Turn 'em over to the cook."

Merely Sonndcd the Alarm.
"He is a brave man," said one Pnrisian

citizeu as the personage who fights duels
in the newspapers passed.

"A very brave man." answered the
other. ' "I have known him to call out a
dozen men in ono day!"

"Impossible!"
"Yes. They were members of the fir

department." Washington Star.
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Tet. ah, tht sprint; ehonld Tanish with the row.
That youth's vrcet scented manuscript should

close!
Omar Kharyam.

Alwys did not assistin the parish.
There were so many women who did that
kind of thing women who bad once been
quite young.

Alan arrived. He was the new doctor
who had bought old Mansell's practice.
For a brief throbbing period chnrch work
reaped to bi; all engrossing to certain of
the congregation from whose waiting
hearts all hope had not yet faded, as
leaves on the decay of summer, for whom
all possibilities were not yet ended.

But from the beginning Oakwood saw
only Alwy. He loved her devoutly when
first he beheld her one May evening in
the old church, sitting in an overcrowded
pew and dressed in black (a shabby black;
if he had noticed), with radiant eyes
fixed, it seemed to him, on the stained
window above the altar. It was a poor
specimen of a stained window a senti-
mental St. Peter dragged an impossible
net out of a pale, dirty sea. The half
trained choir droned with their own ac-
cent, " 'Owly, 'Owly, 'Owly!" The schoo-
lmaster organist biundered on the pedals,
as UMinl. Alan wondered much nt the
fervor of the young girl, rapt ns some
virgin visionary of old time. For himself
he had come only to he seen, which is
necessary for the country doctor.

Love grew like a flower in the sun-
shine. They were intensely happy, and
Alwys parents were pleased. It was a
complacent relief to them, for the child
was delicate and by nature unfitted to do
battle.

And so the early summer passed, a glad
procession of quickly speeding days and
the joy in their' hearts was overwhelm-
ing, so that, they marveled at their own
happiness. It was perfect.

But the time was short, for one day
as Alan rode out along the Northbank
road to an urgent case of diphtheria in
a house beyond the town he met a gypsy
caravan creaking slowly along the road
to Hildon fair. His quiet old hack grew
uneasy and restive at its approach. When
the yellow painted van drew near, the
warm smell of the bear's pelt and the
low vibrating growl sent Bruce mad
with panic. There was no holding
him. Half a mile farther on he crashed
into a stone wall. Horse and rider were
hilled instantly. Alan was carried back
to Hildou.

Alwys did not cry: only the faint color
left her cheeks, and the light died from
her facsi The night of the burial it
rained, and then she wept for the first
time. She feared for him under the
damp mold.

Sometimes she would meet a villager
whose bright "good morning" she passed
nnheedingly, and sometimes little brown
birds would flutter in her path, and,
cheeping, fly away nnnoticed. for she had
eye3 that saw not and ears that heard
not. At night she slept ill, but sat
crouching in a chair through the dark
hours, and when the birds sang early
in the morning she rose and went out.
The fresh sounds of summer were a
vacnnt silence and the gladness of the
day as nothing to her Everything had
ceased to be extinguished in her dull
memory. And only a week before she
had been alive.

The man was coming toward her. The
way he vaulted the stile caused her heart
to heat more quietly. He came swiftly
to where she twd, tiembling, irresolute.

"Are you not glad to tee me?" he ask-
ed. His face was strangely white, though
not more so than her own, and his voice
was thin.

"Alan!" she cried, starting forward on
a heatt throb, and then drawing back.
"But you are dead! Tiiey hnrled you '
six seven days ago!"

"I am not dead." he said in a low voice.
"I am alive, and jou see me. Are you
glad?"

She passed her hand vaguely across her
forehead, puzzled.

"But you did die," she repeated in her
shadowy monotone. "You were thrown
from yonr horse don't yon renumber?"

She shuddered.
"And you placed flowers in the coffin,

the roses you love, from yonr garden.
They were pole roses." He spoke al-

most as to himself as he walked sound-
lessly by her side. She turned toward
him.

"Tell me the meaning of it. Alan!"
She stretched forth her hands to touch

him, but he quickly drew away.
"The time is not yet," he said.
"Are you dead?" she asked, her eyes

glistening.
"My body liss in Hildon churchyard

covered with moist earth, and there ara
flowers planted on my grave white roses
in the black mold. And I live.

"And where are you and what do yen
do?"

"I am in the strange land," he said.
A transparent silence fell between

them. The next moment be had passed
from, her view.

With a quick, light step she ran almost
to her home. They gazed in wonderment;
It was as if she had been raised from
the dead. Cagerly she explained, and
their expressions changed.

She persisted in
"See!" she cried. "You will believe mo

now. Here is his handkerchief: he drop-
ped it, and I picked it up."

In happy triumph she held out the-o-

ject in her hand.
"Good (Jod!" said the gray haired cu-

rate.
It was a fallen leaf.

But afterward she saw him often and
many were the sweet conversations they
held. They had taken her away from
the white village to a great brown house
where all treated her with a pitiful kind-
ness, and grave 'imking men asked often
after her health. Not unseldom her rela-

tives came to see her.nnd she would talk
brightly to them of Alan and laugh hap-
pily. She could not understand nhy they
wept. We3t End.

DookkeepluK Comes High.
"It makes me tired," said the young

man "these advertisements guaran-
teeing to teach a persou bookkeeping"
for $10."

"But can't It be doue?" was asked.
"Not on your life! Why. I spent six

months and over $100 to learn the art.
and what do you suppose happened at
the close of the first year?"

"Got your figures mixed?"
"Well. I should smile! There was a

discrepancy of $700 between the cash-boo- k

and my ledger, and my father had
to make It good, while 1 hunted for au-oth- er

Job!'' Brooklyn Citizeu.

All I.lira re Interesting:.
Not a blade of gniy bill h.is a stry to

tell, not a heart hut li. its romance, not
a life that does not hide a secret which
is cither it thorn or its spur. Every-
where grief, hope, comedy, tragedy, even
under the petrification of old age, as in
tue twisted forms of fossils. vc may dis-
cover the agitation and tortures of
youth. This tboiuht is the magic wand
of poets nnd preacher: it strips the
scales from our fleshly eyes and gives us
a clear view into human life; it opens to
the ear a world of unknown melodies and
makes us understand tho thousand es

of nature. U. FrAmitL
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